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Summary: It starts perfectly on this September morning. A young couple, 

very much in love. It's the 11th day of the month. The year is 2001.

As you should all know by now, my Edwards and Bellas always get their 

HEA.

At 8:46 AM, life on Manhattan went from beautiful to disastrous on 

September 11, 2001. Because that was the minute – the minute the North  

Tower was hit.

The floors between the 93rd and 98th were completely wiped out upon 

impact.

~oOo~

In honor of the firefighters and all those who were there that day

~oOo~

BPOV

6:01 AM



"You have to get up, baby," I whisper.

I know he's awake, my insatiable man. His wandering hands tell me so.

God, I love his hands…

"Mmm, a part of me is very up." He hums against my neck. "Fuck, I can't 

keep my hands off of you, Bella."

And my resolve is crumbling…

He knows this, of course. My Edward knows my body better than I know 

it, and his hands…and other parts of his anatomy…are very convincing. 

Always. But as his hand descends toward my wetness, nausea hits and I 

fly out of the bed, into the bathroom, leaving Edward thoroughly confused 

and very concerned.

"Baby, are you okay?" he calls, knocking softly on the door.

No, I'm not okay. I think I'm pregnant.

"I'm fine," I croak as I flush the toilet. "I'll be out in a sec."

We're only twenty-four years old– Well, I'll be twenty-four the day after 

tomorrow…and though we both want a family – somewhat soon – this 

minute isn't the best. I know he'll be happy…ecstatic, even – as am I – 

but I also know that our plan was never to stay in New York. We both 

wanted to head south after studying at Juilliard together. But once 

graduation arrived, neither of us had an inkling on where to go from 

there. We both searched – him being a piano composer and a studio 

technician, and me being an art teacher. But we found nothing.

Edward and I are pretty much kindergarten sweethearts, if that's possible. 

We grew up together on the same street in rainy Forks, Washington. 

Attached at the hip. I fell in love with him when we were fifteen, and I was 



terrified that I was losing him, because he was distancing himself from me 

at the same time. He was nervous and fidgety, blushing and stuttering, 

and I feared he could see that I had fallen in love with him, and that he 

was looking for a way to let me down easily.

Little did I know at the time that he had fallen in love with me, too.

A few weeks later, I was downright depressed. He had ignored me 

completely for two whole days, and that was a long time in our world. But 

then he knocked on my window one night.

And he said, "Fuck it, here we go… Bella, I'm in love with you."

God, I cried that night. I was just so damn happy.

We've been together since then.

There was never any hesitation from us, never any doubt. We just knew 

that since we were so compatible, whatever we decided would fit the 

other. Which was why it was never a surprise that our dream was to go to 

the same college across the country.

He called me his muse and still loves to write me songs, and God knows 

he's my inspiration for my painting and photography. Albums are filled 

with things that once reminded me of him, leaving me no choice but to 

capture it, either with my camera or with a paint brush.

The day we both received our acceptance letters from Juilliard, Edward 

proposed to me, stating that his wish was for us to have the same name 

on the mailbox to our shitty apartment here in Chinatown.

Obviously, I was a blubbering mess when I attacked him with kisses and a 

big "Yes!"



And only a month and a half later, we got married in his parents' garden, 

with only our closest there, and it was the most perfect day ever. The day 

I became Bella Cullen.

Today, six years later, we're still so in love that I sometimes feel I don't 

deserve to be this happy. But I savor it. Love it and cherish it, because 

who knows, I might lose it one day.

It's not a fear I live by, I just want to make sure that I live every day to 

the fullest, and that I show how much I love my husband, because God 

knows I do. More than anything.

I'm sorta digressing, huh?

Back to where we are now. I think- No, I'm pretty goddamn certain that 

I'm pregnant.

I'm not really worried about Edward's reaction, especially since our friends 

– Angela and Ben – announced last week that they're having a baby.

Edward was, to say the least, excited. And I fell in love with him all over 

again when he – that night when we came home – very nervously asked if 

we could at least broach the subject of starting our own family. We 

definitely broached the subject. And once again we were on the same 

page. As soon as we've left New York, we both want to start our little 

brood. That was our dream– is our dream. For me to be an art teacher, 

for Edward to work in a music studio, and we're both in love with the 

South, wishing, hoping, and dreaming about moving to Memphis or maybe 

New Orleans. To have a small house together. To have a family. For him 

to work in the city that holds the history of the music he loves. And for me 

to live in a city with beautiful nature and exciting culture.

If we're lucky…so, so lucky, our dream might come true soon.



It was two weeks ago when a chirpy Alice Whitlock called Edward from 

Memphis, telling him that his resume was very interesting to her husband, 

Jasper, and that he was wondering if Edward could fly down there for an 

interview.

Edward and I didn't speak about it, barely breathed about it, because 

Whitlock Studios…well, that would just be my Edward's dream come true. 

And once he had been down there for two days, he came home and told 

me everything, everything about how great Jasper was, and everything 

about how equipped his studio was. And then we just nodded, silently, 

thinking and wanting. But it was a silent understanding, and we didn't 

want to jinx it. Didn't want to get our hopes up.

So, we're just…waiting. Hoping. Silently.

Edward deserves it. For all those hours he's studied, and for how talented 

he is, and how passionate he is… Yes, he deserves it more than anyone.

As for me, it's easier for me to find a job. Teaching positions may come 

rarely, especially for arts, but there are still other options for me. Like 

now, for instance, I'm teaching children at a community center in 

Brooklyn between the ages of eight and eleven to be creative. It's only 

three nights a week, but it's still something. The rest of my time is spent 

at Starbucks where I'm a part-time barista.

It sucks, but it pays the bills.

Edward, on the other hand…he took a paper-pusher job at Denali Agency 

– an advertising firm with their huge office located on the 96th floor at the 

World Trade Center.

The North Tower.

I've visited him more than once – in fact, Edward and I are both close to 

his bosses, Eleazar and Carmen Denali. Not to mention their three-year-



old twin girls, Tanya and Kate – and it's without a doubt a nice work place 

with good people. So good, that they're all like a big family, and even I'm 

treated as one of their own whenever I visit Edward for lunch. But it's so 

far from the job my husband dreams about.

He and his closest colleague, Jake, both share a passion for the music 

business, actually. And Jake and his girlfriend, Nessa, have also become 

very close to us.

We just wish…well, you know what we wish for.

We want Memphis.

We're both the opposite of desk people, and Edward certainly likes to 

grimace every morning when he puts on his tie.

God, I'm rambling.

I'm pregnant. I just know it.

And I'm…five…four… No, oh God…six. Yes, six days late.

Gotta buy a test today.

EPOV

6:27 AM

Once I've made sure – again and again – that Bella's okay, I hurry my ass 

into the shower to get ready for yet another day at the office.

Godforsaken ties. Who came up with them, anyway? 'Cause I wanna kill 

that son of a bitch.

Thank God I have everything else set in my life.



But I probably shouldn't think about my wife in the shower now that I'm 

running late.

Nope, not a good idea.

But fuck, just thinking about the new lingerie she bought last weekend…

only for me to see…only for me to feel…

Christ, I can't wait to see her face when she opens her birthday gift on 

Thursday. Yep, I sure am I lucky bastard to have such a kinky wife.

"Honey, you're gonna be late!" I hear Bella call.

I know, I know…

Good thing I have my lunch with Jake today. That dude is my greatest 

solace at work, especially since we're both into the same music, but also 

'cause we're rebelling against all the Yankees by cheering for the Red Sox.

It started as a joke but now we're goddamn hooked on the game. For me, 

it's no longer the Mariners, just like Jake doesn't root for the Dodgers 

anymore.

I am, however, still more of a football guy, and…hopefully, I can cheer for 

the Tennessee Titans soon.

Nope, pushing those thoughts away.

BPOV

6:48 AM

"Eat up." I smirk, pushing a plate of scrambled eggs toward Edward.

"You spoil me." He winks as he fidgets with the damn tie.



"Nope, just loving ya," I sing, giggling a little before I saunter over to do 

the dishes.

Yeah, I know how much he loves my ass, and hearing him groan behind 

me do things to my body.

"You having your baseball lunch with Jake today?" I ask over my shoulder.

I make a mental note to buy a new dish towel. Raggedy thing, this one.

"Yeff, of courfe," he replies, no doubt with his mouth full of eggs.

EPOV

7:04 AM

"When do you get off today?" I mumble against her lips.

"Probably tonight in our bed," she mumbles back.

I groan. And swat her ass.

"Fucking tease," I tell her as I break the kiss. "But you're right. You and 

me tonight, baby."

She smiles coyly. "Can't wait."

Damn vixen.

I adjust myself.

"I get off work at five," she adds.

Dipping down to capture her lips with mine once more, I decide that if she 

can tease, then I sure as fuck can, too, which is why I kiss the living shit 

outta her while rubbing my erection against her abdomen. Drives my girl 

insane every time.



"Hurry home," she moans in my mouth.

Every. Time.

"You bet. Love you."

"Love you, too."

BPOV

7:59 AM

"Dammit," I mutter under my breath.

Just as I was locking the door behind me, I heard the phone ring inside 

the apartment, so I hurry to get back in.

"Bella Cullen," I rush out, quite breathlessly, into the receiver.

"Hi, Mrs. Cullen, my name is Alice Whitlock, and I'm looking for Edward 

Cullen? I hope I didn't call too early."

Holy. Shit.

"No, no, you didn't call too early," I assure. "And it's Bella, please. But, 

um, my husband's at work. I can take a message, though."

Please, please, please!

"Oh. Well, sure, Bella," she chirps. "You can tell him to call me at the 

studios, because my husband is very eager to work with Edward."

I quickly press the mute button on the phone before squealing out a big 

"YEEEEES!"



Okay. Okay. Sound back on. Breathe, Bella! "Oh, thank you, thank you, 

thank you, Mrs. Whitlock," I chant. "You have no idea how much this 

means to both of us. Edward will be so happy when I tell him."

"Wonderful! And please call me Alice. I can't wait to meet the woman he 

raved about."

Oh, swoon.

"I can't wait to meet you either, Alice. You sure made our day…or life." I 

chuckle. "We've been dreaming about leaving New York for so long now."

"That sounds awesome! I'm sure we'll be great friends, and if you're 

eager to move down here, then I'm sure Jasper will be happy, because he  

really needs someone soon."

This just keeps getting better and better!

"Am I being too forward if I call work to give my resignation now?" I 

laugh, only half-joking.

"Not at all!" she laughs back. "I guess I can expect Edward's call soon 

then?"

"Absolutely," I promise. "I wouldn't be surprised if you heard from him 

one minute after I've told him, and I'm sure going to tell him as soon as I 

can."

"Sounds perfect, Bella. I guess we'll see each other soon, then."

"Can't wait. Have a great day, Alice, and thank you once again for calling."

"Have a good one, you too. Bye for now," she sings.

"Holy mother of something huge," I breathe out as I hang up the phone.



It takes me two seconds to decide that I'm so skipping work today.

We're moving to Memphis!

First things first.

Call Angela and tell her.

Get the pregnancy test.

Visit Edward at work.

EPOV

8:09 AM

"This is such a drag," Jake sighs, stretching his hands over his head.

"No kidding," I mutter.

We're both Eleazar's assistants, and right now we're getting ready for a 

big presentation in the boardroom. It sucks.

Pushing papers sucks. Filing and sorting suck. Being a walking dictionary 

for our boss sucks. Answering calls sucks.

Don't get me wrong, we love our boss. Eleazar is really a great man, but 

the job…God, it sucks!

"What'cha doing after work?" I ask as I…sort out papers for Nike. "You 

and Nessa wanna come over for dinner?"

"Sounds good." He nods as he…sorts out papers for Nike. "Doubt she'll be 

hard to convince since she's been nagging me about seeing Bella."

"That's mutual," I chuckle. "Those chicks sure can go at it over the 

phone."



Not lying. Really not lying.

"Oh, it'll be worse tonight," he huffs, trying to look annoyed. But he's 

smiling.

Like really fucking smiling as he looks out the big ass window.

"Enjoying the view?" I ask, arching a brow.

Working at the Trade Center sure has one perk, and that's the 

fuckawesome view, but I doubt that's the reason for Jake grinning like a 

fool. Even if it is sunny and shit.

"I asked her to marry me last night," he says, turning around to face me 

with an even bigger grin.

I know that grin so well. Same goofy shit only the love of your life can 

bring outta you.

"Congratulations, man." I smile, really excited for him. "I assume she 

agreed to marry your sorry ass by the face you're sporting."

"Sure did," he chuckles, shaking his head slightly.

Unfortunately, we're interrupted then by Carmen.

"Cullen, we have a mix-up with the catering. I need for you to deal with 

them. They're on line one at the front desk. And Black, could you get 

Eleazar for me?"

We nod and say our "sure thing".

"Congrats again, Jake. Really happy for ya," I tell him before we part ways 

in the hallway.

"Celebratory beer for lunch?"



"First's on me!" I call over my shoulder.

Walking toward the front desk, I fumble with my tie. I don't know how 

often I accidently dip the end of it in my coffee. "Stupid invention," I 

grumble under my breath as I reach the reception area.

But seriously, why does the tie get all flimsy and shit? Always up in my 

business.

"Edward," Peter chuckles, eyeing my tie.

"Don't say a word," I huff. "Need I remind you of the tie you got stuck in 

the shredder last year? You know, the tie Charlotte gave you."

That shuts him up, and he hands over the phone with a quick glare.

"Edward Cullen speaking," I say into the receiver.

"Mr. Cullen, this is Tyler from Didyme Catering on the 14th floor."

I know.

"Yes, Mrs. Denali told me there was a mix-up."

"Right. Well, the order said you guys ordered the Deluxe for six people, 

but now I'm told there are fourteen needed?"

I pull out my PalmPilot to make sure.

Cursing the son of a bitch who invented these, too.

Presentation – September 11th – Nike campaign – 6 Nike reps, 4 from 

legal, and 4 Denali reps.

"Fourteen, that's correct," I confirm, pocketing the PalmPilot again. "And 

those are needed before nine AM," I add pointedly.



There's some rumbling and fumbling in the background, and I just fucking 

know that they'll need me to go down there.

Fucking hell.

"I'm afraid that's not possible, Mr. Cullen. Is there any way you could 

come down here? We could get a new order fixed and ready to go 

immediately."

And there it is.

"I'll see you soon, Crowley," I sigh tiredly.

Peter smirks knowingly as I hand over the phone to him.

"They need you to put a menu together?"

"Why ask if you already knew?" I laugh wryly. "Always the same story 

with them. I swear, had it not been for them being the only catering 

business in the North Tower, they'd be out of business."

"I hear ya, man," he chuckles. "Hey, before I forget. Bella called and left 

you a message."

That certainly has my attention.

"Here you go," he says, handing me a sticky note.

Called to say that I will see you very, very, very, very, very soon. VERY 

soon. Love you! /Bella.

Hmm. Very, huh?

Peter snickers. "She actually made sure I really added all the 'very's."

Oh, she's totally visiting for lunch. Love that.



"All right." I grin and shove the note into my back pocket. "Well, I'll see ya 

later."

"Have fun!" he jokes as I make my way toward the elevators.

Have fun. Yeah, right.

And as if the task itself isn't boring, the long ass journey down to the 14th 

floor…yeah.

Groan.

Ninety-nine elevators for one damn building. Know what that tells me?

That it's too many.

Checking my watch, I see that it's 8:30. That means Bella's on her way to 

work. Hmm, we'll just have to see if she's coming here soon or not.

BPOV

8:41 AM

I hurry toward the Trade Center, aware of Edward's nine o'clock meeting. 

I might have to wait in the lobby for a while if I don't make it in time. I 

can always chat with Peter for a while…or maybe his wife is there. Like 

me, Charlotte visits often. But dammit, I really hope I make it before nine 

o'clock.

Anyway…

Angela was obviously beside herself with joy when I called her earlier, 

telling her about the job in Memphis. Though we will miss each other, I 

can't wait to leave Manhattan, and Angela knows how badly Edward and I 

want this. Angela and Ben are the opposite there, though. With her being 



a wedding planner and Ben being a firefighter, Manhattan is definitely 

their city.

Finally, I reach the North Tower. I smile in anticipation. The pregnancy 

test is in my pocket, almost burning a hole through the denim. Well, it 

feels like it. And now there's nothing but pure joy. With Edward's job offer 

and the upcoming move to Memphis, starting a family isn't scary at all.

With a contented sigh, I look up through squinted eyes at the tall towers. 

They stand proud at a hundred and ten floors, and…um, I always try to 

count the floors…for some reason. Not that I succeed. Counting windows 

isn't all that easy! I've never reached anything remotely close to Edward's 

96th floor before I have to start over.

The 47th, I managed to get to once. I was so proud of myself that I called 

myself pathetic for being giddy about something so…weird.

Whatever.

I enter the massive lobby of the North Tower and can't help but smile, 

knowing that we'll have to find a new place to celebrate our anniversary 

soon. Since we moved to New York, Edward's always taken me to Wild 

Blue, the smaller restaurant that is a part of Windows of the World – the 

restaurant complex on the 106th and 107th floor.

That's something we're going to miss, actually – the view.

Oh, and the park. Central Park will definitely be missed.

My train of thought is interrupted when a loud noise comes closer and 

closer.

Thundering and vibrating. Whistling, like…through the air.

Then it's roaring.



Everyone around me stops running around…to see, to listen.

Upward. We all tilt our heads upward as the lobby starts shaking.

And then…explosion.

EPOV

8:46 AM

"What the hell is that?" Crowley asks, his eyes searching for the source.

As am I.

Settling a menu is no longer the priority.

The building is trembling, and people start moving out of the massive 

kitchen area.

It's slow confusion, people muttering "what the hell?" and "what the fuck 

was that?" And I'm confused, too, because we're always alerted when 

maintenance or construction is planned.

Tyler and I exit the kitchen, and when we reach the company's lobby, 

people are talking about some explosion from a few stories above us. 

Some are even talking about a fire in the elevator shaft.

I have no clue what to think, but I know that neither of those things would 

have this building shaking in its foundation.

This must have been bigger, and I doubt it's just a few floors above us.

"Fucking shit," I hear Tyler gasp then.

Following his line of sight, I look out the window, and what I see is…

debris. Falling down. And paper. So much…shit. And…what appears to be 

water.



What the hell is really happening?

Should I be worried?

As an answer to my thought, the fire alarm goes off, and people start 

heading for the nearest stairwell. I act on autopilot when I drag Tyler with 

me in the direction of stairwell C, which we're closest to.

Bella enters my mind now.

I'm gonna have to get out of here.

"It's impossible!" someone shouts just as the door to the stairwell flies 

open.

"Holy shit," I breathe out, eyes widening as I spot the cloud of smoke 

coming out.

Fuel. It reeks of fuel, and people are coughing as they find their escape on 

this floor.

"Is the fire below or above us?" a man asks.

"The elevators aren't working!" another hisses.

Tyler and I are both…frozen in our spots.

I don't know, but minutes pass. And more running. Shouting. More 

smoke.

Bella. My Bella. Get to her.

"Fuck, man, we have to get outta here," I say to…Tyler, I think.

He nods slowly with his eyes focused on stairwell C.

That's not an option anymore.



Then we're running. Through offices and hallways, we rush, heading…

someplace safe. So much people, so much confusion…some injured, some 

crying. All of us are soaked the minute the sprinklers get turned on, and I 

don't know how many Tyler and I drag with us.

We hear so much. Explosion on the 50th floor. Earthquake. Terrorist 

attack. Fire drill. Fire in one of the elevator shafts. Plane crash.

But what Tyler and I gather from all the shouting is that if something did 

happen that had anything to do with an explosion, it happened above us 

and not below us. So, we keep rushing through office spaces to find a way 

down.

BPOV

8:55 AM

Fire. From a freight elevator. The flames lick the walls.

Screaming.

Confusion.

Oh God, oh God, oh God.

"What do you mean I can't get up there? My husband is up there!" I 

scream at the motherfucking guy from Port Authority who's blocking the 

entry to the stairwell.

Thud.

Thud.

Glass shattering. Everywhere. Blown out.



"Sorry, ma'am, but no one is allowed to go up. We're only allowing people 

to come down. Please get yourself to safety."

Thud.

I'm shaking. There's dust everywhere. People screaming, saying that a 

plane has crashed into the tower, and all I can think is…Edward, Edward, 

Edward.

Edward is up there.

My Edward is up there!

Firefighters entered the scene minutes ago, and orders are being barked 

everywhere. Intercoms crackling, debris falling all over, trembling and 

shaking, screaming and rushing, and…those thuds.

"Ma'am, please step back," someone from behind me says.

Turning around, I'm met by none other than Ben.

All geared up.

"Ben!" I exclaim, throwing my arms around him.

"Fuck, Bella, what the hell are you doing here?" he gasps, hugging me 

tightly.

"Please, Ben," I cry. "Can you tell me what's going on? They won't let me 

up!"

"Christ, honey, come here," he says, leading me to a somewhat quiet 

corner. He grabs me by the shoulders and…God, his expression almost 

breaks me.

What the hell was going on?



"Please," I whimper, wiping tears and dust off my face.

"There was a plane," he tells me…hesitating…gauging my reaction. "It 

made impact to the north side of this tower."

I nod in understanding, not understanding shit.

He sighs and averts his eyes from me, and the next second someone 

barks out, "CHENEY! YOU'RE GOING UP WITH NEWTON AND PROBIE!"

Thud.

I cringe at the closeness of the sound.

And God, there's so much noise! So much panicking. People running out of 

the building. And it smells. Gasoline. So much smoke and debris falling 

down.

And thuds. Those fucking thuds.

"Bella, can you listen to me?" Ben asks calmly. Soothingly. I take a deep 

breath and meet his gaze. "Is Edward working?"

My eyes well up in fear as I nod.

I see him swallowing hard, and then he nods once firmly before a blank 

mask takes over his face.

"I need to go, but see that man over there?" he sighs, pointing in the 

direction of another firefighter.

"Yes," I croak.

"Good. Go with him, and he'll show you to safety."

Numb and muted, I let him lead me to a man who's going to take me out 

of here. Away. Out. From the building.



From Edward.

Oh God.

"McCarty!" I hear Ben boom out. "Get her out of here. Name's Bella." He 

lowers his voice as if he thinks I won't hear, "She and her husband are 

friends of mine. He works on the 96th floor." It's a pointed look that Ben 

gives the massive man in front of us. It means something, and the larger 

man understands.

He understands, and I don't.

I don't understand!

Then we're all looking up again. Another roar. So loud. So close. 

Exploding.

"GET STARTED!" someone bellows and, as the building shakes again, the 

firefighter grabs me. People start all over with their frantic milling. There's 

fire outside, and oh, the sirens…so much noise…so much fear. Fucking 

confusion.

"Come on, honey," the firefighter says as he leads me toward the stairs.

My eyes widen.

Are they taking me to Edward?

Please.

Thud.

"So, you're a friend of Ben's, huh?" the man murmurs, obviously trying to 

distract me with conversation. "I'm Emmett. I work with Ben on Engine 7. 

Can you tell your last name, Bella?"



Up the stairs. We were going up the stairs. Yes, yes, yes, yes.

"Another plane," I hear someone…somewhere…say.

Yes. Please. Take me to Edward.

The firefighter…Emmett?…he tries again. "Bella, can you tell me your last 

name?"

"C-Cullen," I stutter out in a whisper.

Eyes stinging. Soot. Water. Thuds.

The man is still holding my arm. Gently. Leading me.

It's a nice day, and I'm only wearing a thin sweater and a pair of jeans. 

Nothing else. I feel the thickness of his gloves. Fireman's gloves. Holding 

me. I have three items in my pockets. Some cash. My keys. And my 

pregnancy test.

"Edward's going to be a father," I choke out, hoping that Emmett will 

understand my urgency to reach my husband. "I'm here to tell him."

"Fucking Christ," he curses quietly.

We stop climbing stairs then, and I feel myself slowing down as I realize 

what Emmett's doing.

He's leading me out of the building. Not from the main entrance but 

through…to another building. The Marriott.

Why aren't we going to see Edward?

No! I need my husband!

Thud.



Shattering.

Smoke. Everywhere.

Oh, my God, burnt bodies.

Death.

EPOV

9:27 AM

"Tyler, this way!" I choke-scream. "Follow my v-voice."

So dark. Smoke.

Have to get to Bella. Love her. Have to. She's my life.

We're in a stairwell. Heading down.

I'm not sure, but I think we are on the ninth floor. Could be 10th.

I've got cuts and scrapes, but that's nothing. Worse off is Tyler.

He got burnt when a group of men we passed tried to pry open the 

elevator doors to one of the express lifts. Stupid fuckers actually wanted 

to take the elevator down.

Tyler's arm. God, the blood. Putrid smell of burnt skin.

"You with me, Tyler?" I cough, holding on to the ledge. In the dark.

"Right behind you," he wheezes out.

Firefighters passed us earlier, and we know we're on the right path down. 

Safe. But still smoky and pitch black.

We also know what happened.



We know.

We know…I know which floors were hit.

I know who's most likely dead.

My floor's been wiped out. And I'm still alive.

Can't think about that now.

"Grab my arm for support," I tell him.

He does.

So many people going down. Tripping. And egocentric assholes aren't 

helping. Women crying, not taking their goddamn heels off. So, they trip. 

They fall and injure themselves, and Tyler and I, along with a few others 

with no names…we help. We snatch off the heels so they can walk 

properly. Without tripping. Without breaking bones. Without dying.

More crying.

Wailing.

"My leg," a female voice whimpers.

I slow down in the dark, not wanting to tumble over someone on the 

stairs.

"Where are you?" I croak.

"Ov-over here," she cries.

Helpful. I'll be right there.

"Keep talking and we'll find you," one of the men behind me hollers.



The woman starts rambling about how she got trampled, and soon we find 

her.

"I've got you, honey. What's your name?" another man asks.

Garrett, I think his name was. He helped me tear off Tyler's shirt to wrap 

it around his arm earlier.

"Brianna…or Bree," the woman sobs. "Can't m-move my leg."

Smoke billows from a door opening, and I tighten my hold on Tyler while 

Garrett takes the woman, and then we rush as fast as we can before we 

start choking again.

Fuck, Bella must be so goddamn worried now. She worries if I'm ten 

minutes late after a workday, always claiming that New York is a 

dangerous city. Safe to say, I always hurry my ass home. Hate making 

her worried.

And this…this must be killing her.

Don't even wanna think about Mom and Dad, Charlie and Renée.

A choking scream fills the air, and then there's fire.

Everywhere.

"Up, up, up! Get the fuck up again!" I scream.

Bella. Bella. Bella. God, I love you, baby.

BPOV

9:56 AM

I'm standing. A few blocks away. Outside. With a clear view. Pillars of 

black smoke come from the two towers. I see the gaping holes…



Can't get closer. Orders of the authorities. They stop me when I try. So, 

I'm standing. Watching people fall. Jump. Choosing a quick way instead of 

the…other way.

Those were the thuds I heard earlier. People.

And I cry. I sob into the arms of a stranger. An older lady, mumbling to 

me in another language. Caressing my filthy hair. I cry because I know 

where that plane hit. I cry because the 96th floor was…

"Please, Edward," I sob, watching through blurry vision as large pieces of 

debris fall down the South Tower.

Two planes.

Two towers.

He has to be alive. He has to.

He's going to be a father.

Please, God. Save him.

I cry out.

A deafening roar drowns out my cry then, and we all look up to see…the 

South Tower crumble.

"RUN! RUUUN!" someone screams.

Instinctively, I take a gasping breath and grab the old woman's hand, and 

then we're running. Down Church Street, we run for our lives.

I run away from mine. From Edward.

EPOV



10:02 AM

"Down, down, down!" I hear someone bellow.

And I'm about to scream out to the fucker that, if we go down, we burn. 

But then there are flashlights. Firefighters. Yes. They come closer…and 

they see us. The seven of us. Me with a semi-conscious Tyler, Garrett with 

a wailing woman, and three others.

They explain that the South Tower has collapsed, and I can't really 

understand.

Collapsed? As in…gone?

How the fuck is that even possible?

So much iron. Strength. Just…crumbling.

They pass us, telling us that we're to evacuate immediately, and Garrett 

and I manage to tell them about the fire on the ninth floor…or was it 

eighth? Whatever. I don't know. But they have a hose. Thank the Lord. 

One firefighter walks behind us and four ahead of us. And we hurry. They 

fight the fire. And we're soaked in water and fuel. Pouring down the 

stairs…from broken pipes, it just pours down. Flooding. But our firefighters 

pull through. Heroes. They put the fire out, and we run. Down. And the 

foundation of the building is…not steady anymore. But we run.

Firefighters are throwing off gear they won't use. What they need is water 

and speed. So, they kick off bottles from their backs. And that tells me 

that shit is bad. Isn't that their oxygen? Isn't that vital?

Seventh floor.



We're panting, sweating, coughing, choking. Muscles straining, throbbing…

eyes stinging from tears and smoke. We smell burnt debris, fuel, and 

chemicals.

Sixth floor.

My knees cave at the thought of my wife.

But I think of her again and hear her screaming at me to get up.

Fifth floor.

Tyler passes out. A firefighter helps me.

We continue running down.

Adrenaline is rushing and pumping through my system, keeping my tears 

at bay.

Fourth floor.

Fire again. Our unnamed heroes fight and win. More firefighters meet us 

then, too, from downstairs, and they give oxygen to the woman who has 

passed out in Garrett's arms. They help with Tyler, too.

Third floor.

So much water gushing down. Shin-deep. We trudge. Gasping for air. 

Commands and orders are barked over radios, and things are bad. Really 

bad. Helicopters are filming the roof, stating that it will collapse. Not an if. 

It's a when.

This tower will collapse.

The roof of this massive tower is tilting.

I might not see my wife again.



I choke on a breath.

It's 10:20 AM, and we're running out of time.

"Think of the loved ones, people!" a firefighter shouts.

Yes. Thank you.

Bella.

I run. Down the stairs, through water. People scream and gasp. More and 

more people. We're catching up. We can see things easier…we're getting 

closer. Lighter. And then I let out a mixture of a groan and a cry…in 

relief…as we reach the lobby.

Empty. Just a few firefighters shouting for us to continue running.

So, we do.

"AS FAST AS YOU CAN, JUST RUN!"

We don't even think as we run through what used to be a wall of windows. 

Just run. Me, Garrett, firefighters, Tyler, wailing woman, more people, and 

we follow as they tell us to run north. We run north. We follow a battalion 

chief and run north.

Debris falls everywhere. Dust all over. Large chunks of metal crashing to 

the ground around us.

But we run.

Toward their fire station, but we don't get far.

We stop when a thundering roar shakes us to the core.

We make the mistake of looking up.



We see the North Tower collapse.

Just…down. Exploding, crashing, falling.

I can't fucking believe what I'm seeing.

"RUUUN!"

We run. Away from the sight. From the horror. I still can't believe. Can't 

register the screaming. Can't fathom…anything. Suddenly, we're all 

engulfed by a brown fog, so thick that I can't see anything. Not even my 

goddamn hand. Something flies by my leg… Sharp sting…slicing through 

my pants and…digging into my skin…and then I'm on the ground. I hear 

shouting but see nothing. Feel nothing. I'm just tired. Exhausted. In 

shock.

Nothing but static. No maydays, no barking of orders, no screaming. Just 

static.

BPOV

10:57 AM

No more running.

Just trying to understand. Trying to believe, not wanting to.

Gone.

Both towers just gone.

I throw up, emptying my stomach into a trashcan. I choke on sobs.

It all happened. The towers. I saw it. I just…saw it.

Edward. My husband. My soulmate. The love of my life. The father of our 

child.



I throw up again.

Rose McCarty POV

10:57 AM

I wish she was the only one I've seen covered in dust, wearing torn 

clothes, tear-stained cheeks, and a pained expression. But she isn't. She's 

far from the only one. And the only thing that has me functioning as I 

approach the woman who's crying out for an Edward…is that I know my 

Emmett is safe. Back at his station. He got out in time.

But this woman, she's not as lucky. That much is clear as I watch her cry 

out. In the direction of where the towers once stood, she just cries out. 

"Edwaaard!" she screams. "Noo! Edwa-ard!" His name over and over, and 

I feel my eyes well up.

"Mi-iss," I croak.

I take a deep breath. My medical training kicks in. I am an EMT. You can 

do this, Rose. It's your job. Tell her that things will be fine. Tell her that 

maybe they will find Edward. Jesus. Who's gonna believe that?

The only thing I know for sure is that the expression she's wearing…is the 

same I would wear had I just lost Emmett.

Heartbroken. Hopeless. Angry. Ripped apart from the inside out.

But the only thing I can do – will do – right now, is to take this poor 

woman to get medical assistance.

EPOV

11:39 AM 

I don't remember…how I ended up at Engine 7, but I did. I'm here.



Some EMT personnel approach me, clean the wound on my leg, stitch the 

fucker up, and tell me to get to the hospital ASAP, because the stitches he 

gave me are only temporary to hold the wound closed.

Whatever.

Need to get to Bella first.

I need to get to her, tell her that I'm fine. And maybe Ben can help me. 

Hopefully, we can reach Bella from here. God, I hope Ben's okay. Hope he 

wasn't…there.

With a deep breath, I wobble into the engine bay where a few firefighters 

are catching a breath. A few women, too. Probably wives.

I clear my throat.

"Ben Cheney here?" I ask hoarsely.

Two men look up, and one approaches me with a bottle of water.

I nod in thanks, pretty much seeing this stranger as a brother just for 

giving me water.

"Not yet," he replies quietly. "You know him?"

I gulp down the ice cold water, almost choking. "Yes," I cough.

"Um…his wife is here if that helps."

And I cough out another "yes".

"Edward!" someone gasps, making me look up.

Soon I'm staring into Angela's disbelieving eyes as she comes running.

"Angela," I reply in a strangled voice.



She throws her arms around me, and I will my tears to stay the fuck back. 

I won't cry until I have my wife here with me.

"Where's Bella?" she whimpers. "I tried calling her. I thought she was with 

you. God, I thought you were…" She chokes up, unable to continue, and I 

don't understand. Not a thing. Why would Bella be with me?

"W-what?" I croak, releasing her. "Why would…she b-be with me?"

In three seconds, Angela goes from confused to…well, her face turns 

white. Breathing hitches. Eyes well up. A hand covers her mouth.

I swallow hard.

Tell me, I plead with my eyes.

"She called me this morning," she whispers as tears run down her cheeks. 

"She was going to surprise you before your meeting."

My meeting.

She was so close. "…very, very, very soon."

She was already there.

I…can't breathe.

No.

No.

No.

Not my Bella. My wife. No. Please not her!

Emmett McCarty POV

11:58 AM 



The sound of a strangled cry makes every hair on my body stand on end, 

and I shoot right up from where I was sitting.

Did we lose someone?

Running down the stairs, I'm met with the sight of Ben's wife, squatting 

down next to a man on the floor. Sitting with his head between his knees, 

he rocks back and forth, chanting through sobs. "No, no, not her. Please, 

God, not her." And I instantly know.

I know that I haven't lost a crew member, but that man right there…he 

has lost someone. And as I watch the tears run down his cheeks, I know 

that I would look like that if I had just lost Rosie.

The man is all kinds of broken. Shredded clothes. Dust and soot 

everywhere. Bloodshot eyes. Bandaged leg. Shaking hands. Trembling. 

Hyperventilating.

Over and over. "Please not her, not my wife, not her…please not her."

Shattered.

Goddamn day.

BPOV

1:02 PM

Hospital.

Don't care.

Just a few cuts and scrapes.

Don't care about anything.



Can't bring myself to call home. Can't think about Carlisle and Esme. 

Can't…think about it. Don't want to. Don't want it to be real.

Please. No.

You're going to be a father, Edward.

Please come back to me. To us. Let me give you the great news.

Memphis. Family.

I cry.

No one cares, because I'm far from special. So many are suffering around 

me. So many have lost loved ones. So many are broken. Wounded. 

Fucking crushed.

A nurse comes over, and I'm discharged. She tells me to go home and 

take a shower. To get the dust out. To shower away the remnants of the 

Twin Towers.

I walk aimlessly, unable to go home. No way. It would smell of Edward. 

Can't be alone right now. Need…a distraction. All the way in my torn 

clothes, blackened with soot, I walk toward Engine 7, knowing that Angela 

will be there to support the firefighters.

EPOV

2:44 PM

I've never been religious. Not really. But I sat there with Angela in the 

common room at Engine 7, and we prayed. Prayed for Bella and Ben to 

return.

He's the only one missing on Engine 7.



Three guys missing from Ladder 1, though.

But right now…I pray for my wife. Wish and hope that I'll be reunited with 

her.

"Angela!" I hear one of the wives yell.

We look at each other, and I see hope flicker in her eyes. I nod at her. Go. 

She swallows hard. A woman comes in. Rushing toward her with a phone 

in her hand.

"They found him, Ang, and he's okay! He's at Beth Israel on First Avenue."

Happy tears.

Angela cries as she takes the phone. And leaves to talk to her husband.

I cry, too. But not happy tears.

I consider washing my face to get rid of the stinging soot, but who cares?

Please, Bella… Please.

Some big dude sits down on the couch next to me. Pity look. He gives me 

the pity look.

"I'm Emmett," he says, holding out his hand.

Yeah, greet people. That's what I wanna do now. But he's a firefighter. 

Hero. Not people like others. A hero.

"Edward," I mutter quietly, shaking his hand. "Edward Cullen."

Emmett does some weird double take as I rub my eyes. "E-Edward 

Cullen?"

I nod once, frowning.



"You wouldn't happen to have a wife named Bella, would you?"

My turn for the double take.

I stop breathing.

Please. Just…fucking please.

"Can't fucking believe this," he mumbles, shaking his head while looking 

down. Then he looks up at me. Almost smiling. Not really there, but 

almost. "I escorted your wife out of the North Tower this morning, 

Edward."

I…say nothing. Can't breathe. Can't swallow. Can barely think.

She…she got out?

"She was looking for you," he says then, frowning. "Told us you were on 

the 90th floor or something like that."

Still can't function. Or maybe I'm protecting myself.

Is my Bella alive, then? Is that what he's saying?

"I took her through the Marriott. And through the blockades, Edward. As 

long as she didn't overpower the authorities and got through…she's out 

there unharmed."

I choke on a sob.

My body aches. Trembles. I play that word over and over in my head as I 

keep my fist pressed against my mouth.

Unharmed. Unharmed. Unharmed.

My life.



BPOV

2:56 PM

I walk into the garage or whatever it's called. Bay something. For the 

engine. At Engine 7. There are tired faces looking at me. Some happy, like 

they just received good news.

Good for them.

The garage is empty. No trucks.

Maybe they were buried.

"Is Ben or Angela here?" I whisper, not trusting my voice. "Cheney."

A woman approaches. Maybe a wife? "We just got a call," she murmurs, 

smiling carefully. "Angela's on her way to Beth Israel where Ben was 

admitted for a concussion."

I nod, a bit relieved that they're both okay.

But I'm far from okay. I have lost my life. According to…everyone, I most 

likely lost him at 8:46 this morning. Time of impact.

"Just let him rest," a man says. Followed by footsteps.

"Can I get you some water…?" the woman asks softly…also wondering 

about my name.

Cullen.

Bella Cullen. And Edward Cullen.

"Bella," I breathed.

"Bella?" someone echoes. A male voice.



I look up. And the face is familiar. Can't quite place him, though.

"Emmett," he says, approaching quickly. "I showed you out this morning."

Right.

"Of course." I nod. "I remember…" And for some reason I can't thank you.

Edward and I could've died together.

Now I have to live on…by myself.

And our baby.

Oh, God.

"There's someone here who really wants to see you," he murmurs then. 

Softly. And grasping my hand in his big one. I don't understand. I only 

know Ben here. "He came in a few hours ago, asking for Ben and Angela." 

He leads me up the stairs.

I have no strength to fight him. Or agree. Or argue. Or ask what he meant 

before.

"His name is Edward."

My steps falter.

"He's here, honey. He's okay."

No. Impossible. What?

Alive?

"He's here, Bella," he repeats softly. Quietly. Holding my hand.



My lip quivers. I bite down on it. I look up at Emmett. He nods. Eyes 

twinkling. He has dimples. "Are you lying?" I hear myself whimper. 

Followed by my eyes welling up.

"No," he replies, shaking his head slowly. "Come on, honey. I'll take you 

to him."

Oh, God.

"Edwa-" My voice can't handle it, and I choke. My body trembles.

Through a narrow hallway.

Until we reach a TV room.

And…

I see him.

Sitting there on a couch. Leaning forward with his elbows on his knees. 

Hands gripping his hair. Shoulders trembling…and I hear him crying. He's 

there. Here. Real. Alive. Right there. Alive. Alive. He's alive. He's here. It's 

real. Emmett wasn't lying. He's here. Safe. Dirty and bandaged, but alive. 

Safe and beautiful. My husband. The father of our child.

"Edward."

Not my voice. It was Emmett.

And then…then…then Edward looks up, and he sees me.

My knees cave at the sight of my husband's pained face.

Emmett catches me. "I'll bring her to you. Sit down, man," he tells 

Edward as he was on his way up. And Emmett carries me as I stare, wide-

eyed, at my husband. Who is alive. And not dead. Alive.



Seconds later, shivers run through me as Emmett lowers me onto 

Edward's lap, and I have my husband's arms around me. Finally. At last.

Sobs rock through my body. And we both cry. Not believing, maybe. 

Hoping that this is real and true.

"You're here," I wail, burying my face in the crook of his neck. "You're 

real."

He holds me tightly. Painfully hard, not hard enough.

"I thought…I thought I'd lost you, Bella," he cries against my shoulder.

I cry harder. The tension's leaving my body. Slowly but surely. And I just 

cry it out, willing for this day to just…be over.

EPOV

3:00 PM 

539 minutes since Edward and Bella woke up that morning

Here. In my arms. Safe. Alive. She's here. All that matters. She's here. 

With me. Hugging me. Hugging her. Together. We didn't die. She's here. 

Both of us crying out similar words. You're here. You're real. Here. I love 

you. You're here. And we're so outta Manhattan. Soon. Can't stay here.

"Love you, baby…so fucking much," I whimper.

I breathe her in, and it's not my Bella-scent. Soot. Fuel. Stench of burnt… 

Oh, God, how close did she get?

Cradling her face, I search frantically with my eyes. Is she hurt?

"I'm fine, Edward," she chokes out, cradling my face, too. "I'm fine."

I nod. Maybe believing her. Maybe.



"I've been checked at the hospital," she adds, and I relax. I nod again. To 

myself. Taking it in. She's been cleared. By medical personnel. She's fine. 

Deep breaths. "I was so scared, Edward… 96th floor…" She doesn't 

continue. Instead she starts crying again. I hold her. Tightly.

"I wasn't there," I whisper thickly.

I wasn't there. But so many were. Christ, Jake…

No, not now. Not this second. Just Bella and me.

"I love you, Edward-"

"Love you, too, honey… We're fine…together," I chanted shakily. "We're 

fine, baby. We're fine."

Deep, deep…shaky breaths. Fuck, we're really fine. Thank…someone. God. 

Firefighters. Bella. Yes, she made me run faster. She made me stand up 

when my knees gave out.

Bella sits up straighter then, and I see…I see my Bella's telltale expression 

of stubbornness and determination. Slight pout. Frown. I want to smile. 

She mutters something under her breath as she loosens what's left of my 

godforsaken tie. The corners of my mouth tug upward, and I relax further. 

We will bounce back from this. We will recover. We have each other.

"No more fucking ties for my Edward," she mumbles quietly.

Then the tie is gone.

My Bella. My beautiful wife.

"We're moving to Memphis," she says firmly, throwing the tie on the floor.



I actually smile. Overcome with joy to see…her. Just to see her. Yes, we'll 

recover from this. We have her stubbornness and my disgust for defeat. 

Giving up is not an option.

"Memphis, huh?" I whisper, smiling slightly.

She nods, looking me in the eye. "You got the job. Alice called."

I got the…

Oh, hell.

My eyes well up.

That's why she was down there. To tell me. That's why she was so close.

"Don't," Bella warns, poking me in the chest and all. "No wallowing." She 

wipes away the remnants of her tears. "We're alive, Edward. We have 

each other, and we're moving to Memphis."

God, I love her.

She knows me so well.

"No wallowing," I promise. We have each other.

Someone clears his throat, and we look up to see Emmett in the doorway.

"You two okay?" he asks us.

"We're alive and together," I respond, believing my words now.

We will be okay.

"Thank you for everything, Emmett," Bella adds quietly.

"Yes." I nod. "Really. Thank you, man. You got her out of there."



That earns me a playful smack to the chest, and it feels so good.

"Just glad to see something good come outta this," Emmett replies, 

grinning tiredly. "You're welcome to use our showers, by the way. The 

soot is really bad for you, and we have clothes you can use."

That was the firefighter in Emmett, making sure that people are okay. He 

really is a hero.

"Thank you," I say again, feeling lame. But fuck, a simple "thank you" 

doesn't cover it. How can one really thank a hero properly, though? I 

mean, I don't even know the names of the firefighters who helped me out 

of the tower.

~oOo~

It takes some more time, but soon enough, we get our legs to move, and 

I walk my girl into the big shower room. Chuckling despite being 

exhausted, we brush our teeth, and it's just so fucking good to get rid of 

the grit and dust.

She trembles violently as I wash her, but I need to see, to feel…that she's 

unharmed. I need to see how much of her flawless skin was scratched. 

Luckily, it's not much. My girl's truly unharmed. Alive. And once again, it 

makes me breathe out in relief.

Bella feels the same need. And she washes me. Washes off the grime. 

Hands covering every inch of my skin, making sure I'm really here with 

her. And I am. We're both here. Together. Alive.

She whimpers when she sees the burnt skin on my arm…and the cut on 

my leg…but I assure her, over and over, I tell her they're superficial, and 

it's the truth.



And finally we kiss. In the shower we hold each other once we're clean, 

properly scrubbed, and we kiss. Sweet goddamn reunion is what it is. To 

feel her lips on my skin. To kiss her skin. It means so much. We're alive to 

do that.

After an hour…or something…in the shower, we hear cheers coming from 

outside, followed by the voices of Ben and Angela, and I see my Bella 

smiling again.

I have to grin a little when Bella practically disappears in the dark-blue t-

shirt and the matching basketball shorts. Always the shortie, that one. I 

also have to smirk when she eyes my white t-shirt and dark blue ripstop 

pants.

Yeah, I catch her blush.

My girl really is back.

Draping an arm around her, we walk toward the commotion, and soon 

there are more hugs and tears. I thank Ben a thousand times over when I 

learn that he was one of the first on the scene, and that he led my wife to 

Emmett. It feels so fucking good to see both Ben and Angela, and my 

God, people are smiling again.

Things are far from okay, but the guys on Engine 7 need to celebrate the 

fact that they all made it, and I'm in a good place to celebrate with them, 

because I have Bella in my arms the entire time. Just like Ben has Angela 

in his, and I know that this will be something hard to deal with in the 

future – to have our wives out of sight.

I don't even wanna think about that.

Their chief comes in after a while and announces that they have one hour 

before heading back to the…that site.



"All right, let's get some grub, then," Emmett decides.

There's a storm of "sit down" coming from the wives, and that's how we 

end up by the kitchen table while the wives cook.

Bella and Angela want to help them.

Ben and I say no.

Girls stay with us. Good.

Feels good to smile again. Still careful smiles; we have a long road ahead 

of us, but…we're safe. We're alive. We're together. That's what matters.

"Um, Bella?" Emmett says.

"Yeah?" Bella replies softly.

I only listen with one ear, busy reveling. The feeling of her on my lap, 

here, in my arms, close, right here… And I may or may not sniff her more 

than once, but can you blame me? I have to make sure she's really here, 

and I love the natural fragrance of her skin.

"Don't mean to push you or put you on the spot, but don't you have news 

for Edward?" Emmett asks, smiling sheepishly.

"She already told me about the job offer," I murmur against my wife's 

shoulder.

Now that it has settled a bit, I'm obviously excited that Jasper has given 

me the job, but I'm still not ready to think about it.

"Um, that's not was he's talking about," Bella mumbles…blushing.

Huh.



"Sorry," Emmett chuckles nervously and rubs the back of his neck. "S'just 

that…it would be cool to be a part of when you tell him. Good news, ya 

know?"

I don't understand shit.

But Bella does, evidently. "God, of course!" she exclaims. "Of course, 

Emmett. After all, you saved my life. It's the least I could do."

Emmett grins. Widely.

Bella bites down on her lip. Still blushing, looking oddly shy.

I'm so confused. And so are the other guys.

"Um, Edward?"

"Yeah?" I responded slowly, frowning in confusion.

"I'm pregnant," she whispers.

Umm…what?

Pregnant? As in…having a baby? We're having a baby? Starting a family?

Pregnant.

She's pregnant. I'm gonna be a dad. In Memphis. We're starting a family 

in Memphis.

All air leaves me in a whoosh.

"That face is priceless," someone laughs.

More laughter.

Bella's lips on my jaw.



"We're having a baby?"

Bella nods slowly, smiling both tenderly and timidly.

"We're having a baby," I breathe out.

"You're gonna be a daddy," Bella whispers in my ear.

And my eyes well up.

Shaky breaths.

I grin.

We're alive and we're starting a family.

The Aftermath

BPOV

With the airports still closed, our families couldn't join us right away. But 

Edward and I weren't surprised when my dad called to say that they were 

driving. Driving. Across the entire country. But that's our family. Always 

wanting to be there for us.

Now, four days after…that…happened, we're drained. Exhausted. Ready 

for this to be over. Our parents are arriving tomorrow, which means more 

emotional moments. A part of me wishes that Edward and I could just lock 

ourselves in. Throw away the key. But we're the lucky ones. We survived. 

We have each other, and we're fine.

Nessa is one of the thousands not so lucky.

She lost her Jake. Her fiancé. God, he had just proposed to her. And now 

he's gone. And Nessa's alone.

Kate and Tanya lost both their parents. Eleazar and Carmen.



Charlotte lost Peter.

So many…lost. So much. Their hearts shattered and broken. Their spirits 

crushed.

Edward and I have been glued at the hip. Always touching. Impossible to 

let go. And his hand is often on my stomach, his lips on mine…or my 

neck…or elsewhere. And we sleep in a tangled mess. Unable to take our 

eyes off of each other. So, together we have been everywhere. Several 

hours during the days. Either comforting Nessa and a few other wives…or 

we're down at Engine 7 to assist. Cooking, helping, taking care, delivering 

food and water to other volunteers.

I'm also introduced to Tyler, a man who claims that Edward saved his life.

I'm not surprised. My husband's a hero.

Edward in return, tells me how Tyler's phone call got him away the 96th 

floor…and down to the 14th.

I cry so hard, thinking that he was so close…so goddamn close…to not 

being here today.

I will never be able to thank Tyler enough for screwing up that order. He's 

one of my many heroes.

EPOV

Funerals.

Grief counselors.

More funerals.

I'm the only survivor from the Denali Agency, and…it hurts to see the 

faces of the wives and husbands. It hurts like a son of a bitch to see 



Nessa. It hurts when she asks me if I believe that Jake felt pain. And I 

can't answer. I don't know. Did they suffer? Did they feel the fire? 

Hopefully, they were unaware.

I tell her how happy Jake was about the engagement, and…damn, we just 

cry. The three of us and Nessa's mother. It's awful. I sit there with my 

Bella, holding her, having her close…as the only survivor from my floor. 

And it makes me feel bad, because I'm also happy. Happy to have my 

wife, thrilled to have my first child on the way. And for that, we feel guilty.

We're so goddamn spent. Exhausted. Ready to move on. And we're not 

the only ones. Dad and Charlie tell me to get Bella away from Manhattan. 

Trust me, I will.

But before that, we help. It feels good to see people come together in a 

time like this. Helping. Offering whatever they can. Food. Clean clothes. 

Water. Towels. Words of comfort. Many donate blood, too.

We all do what we can.

Five years later…

EPOV

"Remember what Daddy told you, EJ?" Enter pointed look. Yes, I have a 

perfected one.

"No running," he mumbles.

"Good. Now you can look for Uncle Em," I say.

Guess my perfected daddy-look isn't perfect at all, 'cause the kid takes off 

running.

Into the engine bay at Engine 7.



It's September 11th, and it's our annual visit in New York. Always starting 

with a visit to Engine 7, and Uncle Em, and Uncle Ben.

This year it's not just the three of us, though.

Emmett Jacob Cullen was born in Memphis. June, 2002. He's our freak of 

nature. Never sits still.

Bella says he's like me. I say she's full of shit. And then I apologize.

'Cause she's right.

With Bella's dark brown hair, and my green eyes, no one can say no to 

him.

But worse is Autumn.

Autumn Rose Cullen. Born in December last year. She, too, has Bella's 

hair and my eyes. She's got me so wrapped around her finger it ain't 

funny.

She cries, I'm there.

Bella says I'm whipped. I say she's full of shit. And then I apologize.

'Cause she's right.

"Want me to take her?" Bella asks, gesturing to the princess I'm carrying.

I grin. "Nope."

"Stupid question," she chuckles before walking away.

"Hey." I grab her hand to pull her back. "C'mere, beautiful." Christ, she's 

stunning. "I love you," I murmur.

"Love you more," she replies, smiling beautifully.



"Not possible," I argue before dipping down to kiss her.

Three seconds of passion, that's what Autumn allows us to have before 

grabbing my face.

"Dada! Mama!"

Bella hums and we break the kiss reluctantly. "Mmm, how about we try 

out the hot tub back at the hotel…tonight, when the kids are asleep?"

"Think that sounds…" I swallow hard, picturing, you know…her…wet and 

naked… "Perfect."

Yeah, this is what we have today. We have the family we always wanted, 

the jobs we worked hard for, great friends. Warm nights in Memphis with 

barbecues and beer. Watching the kids play in the pool…

We have all that, because we were lucky enough to survive that day.

Thanks to so many.


